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Tue WoopvEn Town 


a OW, Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy and all 
the rest of you nice dolls,” said Marcella, tuck- 
ing them in their little doll beds, “(Mama and 

I are going into the city to spend a week, so I want you 

all to be very careful while I am away. Do not play in 

any mud puddles, or get your feet wet, or do anything to 
give you the influence, or epizoodix. And when I come 
back I will tell you of all the lovely things I’ve seen!” 
So, with a loving pat for this doll and a hug for that 
one, Marcella left them safe and sound in the nursery. 
The dolls could hear her footsteps on the stairs and 
then the purr of the motor that whisked her away with 

Mama, and all the dolls hopped from bed and ran to the 

window to watch their little mistress going down the road 

in the large car. 


“A whole week to romp through the house and have 
fun! the dolls thought as the car turned the corner. 

“And a whole week without a tea-party, or dinner with 
Marcella!” thought Beloved Belindy, “My! we’ll miss her!” 

That evening, after the dolls had played hard all day, 
Beloved Belindy sat up in her bed and nudged Uncle Clem. 
Then she motioned for him to be very quiet and they tip- 
toed to the window. 

Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem raised the window 
very quietly, so as not to disturb any of the other dolls, and 
catching hands, they jumped to the ground below. Both 
dolls turned over and over as they fell, but being made of 
cloth and stuffed with nice clean white cotton, the fall did 
not hurt them at all. They scrambled to their feet, and 
again catching hands, ran out the gate and across the gar- 
den towards the deep, deep woods. 

The dolls had been on adventures before this and knew 
that the best place in the whole world to have adventures 
is in the deep, deep woods, filled with Fairies ’n’ everything. 

Perhaps a real-for-sure person could never see the tiny 
house which the two dolls discovered beneath a large clump 
of ferns. Perhaps the woodland creatures, Fairies ’n’ every- 
thing, have a magic about their dells which keeps real-for- 
sure people from seeing them. 

But Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem have bright little 
button eyes; Uncle Clem has little black ones and Beloved 
Belindy has little white ones, and with these, they can see 
very, very well. 

“Now who do you ’spect lives in that cunning little 
house, Beloved Belindy?” Uncle Clem asked, bending the 
sweeping ferns aside and peeping through. 

“Oh, I could never guess, Uncle Clem,” replied Beloved 
Belindy. “It is too small for a Gnome’s house and too 
large for a Flower Fairy. Let’s knock on the door!” 

Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy crept beneath the 
ferns and Uncle Clem tapped upon the tiny door with his 
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soft rag hand, “Thump! thump! thump!” 

The little door opened and a tiny Elf stood in the door- 
way. 

“Why! It’s Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem!” he 
laughed in a tinkly voice. ‘‘Won’t you come inside?” 

“Thank you, Eddie Elf!’ Beloved Belindy answered. 
“We hoped you might ask us in, for we have never been 
inside an Elfin home.” So Eddie Elf touched the dolls 
with his little elfin wand and they became small enough 
to walk right in—without stooping. 

“How do you happen to be in the deep, deep woods?” 
asked Eddie Elf. “Oh,” said Uncle Clem, “you know 
Beloved Belindy and I like to have adventures, Eddie EIf, 
and we know that the deep, deep woods is the best place 
to find them!” 

“And the great yellow Meadow, too!” Eddie Elf laughed. 
Then he pointed to a door and asked, “Can you guess where 
that little door leads, Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem?” 

“Oh, maybe the door leads out into your garden, Eddie 
Elf?’ Uncle Clem guessed. 

‘No, sir-ree-bob!”” Eddie Elf chuckled. “It’s a much 
finer door than that! That little door was made for me by 
a Fairy Queen, and if you two friends really wish an adven- 
ture, I will let you walk through it!’ Uncle Clem looked 
at Beloved Belindy and Beloved Belindy looked at Uncle 
Clem and their little button eyes fairly danced with excite- 
ment. 

“Oh, Eddie Elf, can you really mean it?” asked both 
the dolls. 

“Indeed, I do!’ Eddie Elf said. “And if I did not have 
to attend to a lot of things, right away, I would like to go 
with you, for I like adventures as well as anyone, I can 
tell you!” 

Eddie Elf handed Uncle Clem a little white bean with 
a little black spot on it. “It’s a Wishing Bean, Uncle Clem. 
Don’t lose it,’ Eddie Elf said. 
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“Indeed, I shan’t,” Uncle Clem promised and he hid the 
magic bean in his hat. 

Eddie Elf held the little door open and Beloved Belindy 
and Uncle Clem, after thanking him kindly, walked 
through the little door and down a flight of stairs. There 
was a sharp turn of the stairs at the bottom and another 
little door. Upon opening this, Beloved Belindy and Uncle 
Clem looked out into a large field. There in the field were 
a great many little shiny ponies and when the dolls closed 
the door and walked up to the ponies, they saw the ponies 
were made of wood and painted in bright colors. The 
wooden ponies had pretty saddles on them and seemed 
all ready to ride. 

So Uncle Clem called, “Here, little wooden ponies. Here, 
little wooden ponies!’ and the little ponies came right up 
to the dolls. 

“TI wonder if we might ride on them, Beloved Belindy?”’ 
Uncle Clem asked. 

“IT s’pose we may!’ Beloved Belindy replied. “If the 
little wooden ponies don’t kick up their heels and throw 
us off!” 

“We can’t be hurt, so let’s try, Beloved Belindy!” 
Uncle Clem helped her mount a pretty little pony with a 
round stomach and he climbed upon another wooden pony 
with a round stomach. 
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They both clicked to the ponies and cried, ‘“‘Run, little 
wooden ponies! Run!” 

And the two little wooden ponies ran as hard as they 
could across the field and over the fence and down the road, 
“Hippity-Hoppity! Hippity-Hoppity!” towards a town in 
the distance. 

It was a strange town, like the little wooden towns that 
Santa Claus sometimes brings in paste-board boxes on 
Christmas. Its buildings were all of wood; there were 
grocery stores, drug stores, candy shops and toy shops and 
the streets were filled with wooden men and women and 
children, walking up and down the wooden sidewalks and 
looking in the store windows. 

Little wooden dogs painted in bright shiny colors ran 
out and barked at the heels of the wooden ponies as they 
galloped up the street. 

“T hope we shall not knock down any of the funny 
wooden people and break them!” Beloved Belindy said, 
and she tried to rein in her little wooden pony. 

But the two wooden ponies galloped so fast that the 
dolls could not guide them and the people had to jump 
out of the way to let them pass. When they came to a 
sharp corner, they were going so fast that they ran right 
into a pretty wooden carriage with wooden footmen stand- 
ing on a platform at the back and a wooden driver and a 
footman on the seat up at the front. 

There was a loud bump; the pretty carriage tipped 
over; the wooden footmen flew off their seats; two wheels 
came off and the six little wooden ponies hitched to the 
carriage kicked up their heels and went galloping down 
the street. 

Wooden people ran in every direction to get out of the 
way of the six ponies as off they galloped, knocking down 
wooden trees and lamp posts. 

Beloved Belindy’s wooden pony had scratched a lot of 
shiny paint from his head and Beloved Belindy had rolled 
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across the street. 

Uncle Clem was running to pick up Beloved Belindy 
when he saw a lot of wooden soldiers running toward them. 

They came up to Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem and 
cried, “Now just see what you have done! You have upset 
the Queen’s carriage and scratched it and it was painted 
yesterday!” 

“We are very sorry!” Beloved Belindy said. 

“The Queen was just starting out for her morning ride,” 
said the captain. “We must take you to the King!” 

While two of the wooden soldiers led the wooden ponies, 
the others marched the dolls to a wooden jail. 

“You will have to stay here until after dinner!’ the 
wooden captain said, as he shut the door and left them. 

“Whee!” Uncle Clem cried, “at least, they have left a 
fine dinner for us!” For there upon the table was a whole 
roasted chicken, a basket of fruit, a loaf of bread, a plate 
of butter and upon each plate were two fried eggs. 

But when Beloved Belindy tried to take an apple from 
the basket of fruit, they found that everything was made 
of wood and painted in natural colors. 

“The wooden captain said we must stay here until after 


dinner!’ Beloved Belindy laughed. “I hope he did not 
mean until after we had eaten these wooden things!” 

“T hope so, too!” Uncle Clem agreed. 

Just then someone knocked on the door. “Come in!” 
called Beloved Belindy. 

“Have you finished your dinner yet?” asked a voice 
outside. “No! We haven’t started yet!’ Uncle Clem 
replied as he wiggled one shoe-button eye at Beloved 
Belindy. 

“Well, you’d better hurry and finish,” said the voice 
outside, “for the King is very, very angry because you 
upset the Queen’s carriage and as soon as you finish your 
dinner, I am to take you to the King in the Great Wooden 
Castle!’ 
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“Why can’t the King come here?” Uncle Clem asked, 
wiggling his shoe button eye at Beloved Belindy. 

“Mercy me!” the guard cried in surprise, “Don’t you 
know that the King is carved right upon his throne?” 

“No!” Beloved Belindy replied, “We did not know 
that! Why is he made that way, Mr. Guard?” 

“Why, indeed!’ the guard answered. “No one wishes 
to be King, Silly! It’s a hard job! Kings are always carved 
out of solid mahogany!” 

Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy held their hands over 
their mouths so the guard would not see they were laughing. 

“And,” continued the guard, “Our kings used to run 


away almost as fast as we could make them, until we thought 
of carving the throne andthe king out of one piece. 

“Well, I mustn’t stand here visiting with you any 
longer!” said the guard. “Just ring the bell when you are 
finished with the dinner; I will be in the candy store, next 
door, getting a wooden ice cream soda, but I'll hear the 
bell!” 

“We'll ring it when we have eaten the wooden food!” 
Beloved Belindy promised. 

When the wooden guard had left, Uncle Clem said, “I 
wish the guard hadn’t said anything about sodas! It makes 
me thirsty!” 

“Me, too!’ said Beloved Belindy. 

“Which would you like best, ice cream sodas, or sun- 
daes?”” Uncle Clem asked as he took the magic bean from 
his hat. 

“Sodas!” cried Beloved Belindy. 

“All right!’ said Uncle Clem as he made a wish. 

“There they are on the table in back of you!” 

Sure enough! there stood two sodas. 

Beloved Belindy ran to the table, then stopped short, 
for the sodas, like the food, were made of wood. Uncle 
Clem’s magic wish had not changed the magic of Adven- 
ture Land. 

“Dear me!” said Uncle Clem, putting the magic wishing 
bean back in his hat, ‘“What shall we do? My wish didn’t 
work right! Let’s ring the little bell, then when the wooden 
guard opens the door, we can run and he won’t be able to 
catchus!”’ 

Beloved Belindy thought this would be a good plan, 
so Uncle Clem rang the little wooden bell. 

“Did you ring the little bell?” the guard asked as he 
peeped through the little window. 

“T did!’ said Uncle Clem. ‘Open the door and we will 
come out!” 

“Have you finished your dinner?” asked the wooden 
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guard. “The King said to bring you to him as soon as you 
had finished your dinner!” 

“But the dinner here is all made out of painted wood!” 
said Beloved Belindy. ‘‘We can’t eat wooden food!” 

“Well I never!” cried the guard. “Of course you mustn’t 
eat the wooden dinner! No one here eats their wooden 
dinners! That would spoil them!” 

“What did you expect us to do then?” asked Uncle 
Clem. “You told us we must finish our dinner, then you 
would open the door!” 

“No, I didn’t!” replied the guard. “TI said that after you 
had finished your dinners, I had to take you to the wooden 
King. You will have to open the door yourselves, for it is 
locked on the inside! Now hurry and finish your dinners 
while I get another wooden ice-cream soda. Then you can 
unlock the door and I[’ll take you to the King!’ 

“Hm!” said Uncle Clem, “You go get your soda, Mr. 
Guard, and we'll ring the bell when we wish you to come 
again!” 

“All right!’ the Guard replied. “Tl be next door in 
the wooden ice-cream parlor!” 

“Now”, asked Beloved Belindy, “What shall we do? 
Shall we unlock the door and walk out, or shall we ring the 
bell and call the guard first and go with him to the King?” 

“T tell you what we’ll do”, Uncle Clem suggested. “Let’s 
unlock the door and walk around the town first; then we 
can come back, if we wish, and let the guard take us to 
the King.” 

“Oh yes, let’s do,’’ agreed Beloved Belindy. “For who 
knows how long the Wooden King may keep: us locked 
up in prison!” 

So Uncle Clem unlocked the door and peeped outside. 
No one was in sight, so he motioned for Beloved Belindy 
to follow and the two tiptoed out of the wooden jail and 
down the street. The wooden people that they met, gazed 
upon them in wonderment, for to the wooden folk, Uncle 
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Clem and Beloved Belindy, made of cloth and stuffed with 
cotton, were so happy and entirely different from the stiff 
wooden people. 

“We must keep away from the wooden sweet shop!” 
Uncle Clem said, “For the wooden guard might see us and 
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make us return to the jail 

So Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem walked down a 
side street, looking at the strange wooden stores and won- 
dering at the queer things they saw, until they came to a 
large wooden building. 

From the building came the sounds of whirling ma- 
chinery and of saws biting through wood and the noise 
made by lumber being carried and dropped. 
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“What do you suppose this place can be, Beloved 
Belindy?”’ Uncle Clem asked as the two dolls stopped to 
listen. 

Just then a round faced wooden man with a friendly 
smile upon his shiny face came out of the door and tipped 
his wooden hat with a fine manner to Beloved Belindy. 
He seemed so friendly and pleasant that Beloved Belindy 
ventured to inquire, “Would you please tell us what kind 
of factory this is?” 

“Certainly!” the pleasant-faced wooden man replied, 
“This is the place where all the people of Wooden Land 
are made! It is quite a place, too, and I believe the only 
one of its kind. I have just been refinished, myself,” he 
added as he turned around and around for Uncle Clem 
and Beloved Belindy to see all his good points. 

“T must say, you look fine!’ Uncle Clem said. 

“Thank you! Thank you!” the pleasant-faced wooden 
man laughed. “Before I was refinished, I was all marred 
and nicked up! I needed sandpapering and repainting, so 
I took two days off and had myself done over—new face, 
new enamel clothes and a different hat!” 

“You look very shiny and colorful!’ Beloved Belindy 
said. 

“My wife will be surprised and delighted, I am sure!’ 
said the round wooden man. Then he added, “If you two 
would like to go inside the factory, I am sure Mr. Timber 
the manager and superintendent, will be pleased to show 
you around. I must hurry for I have to stop at the bakery. 
Good bye!” And tipping his wooden hat, the pleasant- 
faced wooden man hurried down the street. 
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CHAPTER TWO 


WoopeEN WILLIE 


Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem walked right into the 
factory where the wooden people of Wooden Town were 
made, for there was a sign on the door which read, “Walk 
fight in.” 

There in glass cases around the sides of the large 
show room were sample wooden people. A wooden man, 
who told them he was the manager of the factory came 
up and pointed out the different samples in the cases. 
“If you would like an Uncle, or an Aunt, or a Grandma, 
or a Grandpa, we have some very nice ones just freshly 
painted!” he said to Uncle Clem. 

“We are just looking around a bit!’ said Uncle Clem. 

“We have a nice lot of wooden children!” said the 
manager. “How would you like a little wooden boy like 
this one? Or a nice little wooden girl? We guarantee that 
these wooden children will never quarrel or fight! You 
can have them with curls or with bobbed hair and colored 
any way you wish!” 

Beloved Belindy noticed that five or six children, 
carved out of wood, were sitting on little chairs. “Why 
are these children carved out of one piece of wood, chair 
and all?” she asked. 

“Well, you see,’—the manager coughed behind his 
hand,—‘‘There are some wooden people who do not care 
much for children, so we make these children sitting on 
chairs. They can be hauled out when company comes and 
they sit still like well behaved children, of course. We 
usually give a wooden child, carved on a chair, with each 
wooden poodle dog we sell. For”, he added in a whisper 
to Beloved Belindy, “nearly all the people who have 
poodle dogs, do not care for children! Isn’t that silly?” 

“What are these stiff-looking people?’ Uncle Clem 
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asked, pointing to a case filled with wooden people, heads 
tilted backwards and haughty expressions carved on their 
faces. 

The Manager laughed softly. “Those are rich aunts 
and Uncles, and Society folk, but, Ill tell you,” and he 
whispered again, “‘they’re just veneered.” 

“What does veneered mean?” Beloved Belindy asked. 

“They are carved out of the cheapest kind of wood!” 
replied the Manager, ‘‘and covered with a very thin layer 
of wood of just a little better quality. We put putty in 
all their seams and give them a heavy coat of shiny paint 
so that they look as good as the other wooden people. 
They don’t wear half so well, however!” 

“The Grandmas and Grandpas look kind!” said Beloved 
Belindy. 

“Indeed, they are!’ agreed the Manager. “We always 
make them of the very best materials; they are just as 
good inside as they are outside!” 

“Maybe that’s why everyone always likes a Grandma 
and a Grandpa in real people,” said Uncle Clem. 

“Yes indeed!” agreed the Manager. “Every family 
should have a dear Grandma and a Grandpa; guaranteed 
to tell wonderful fairy stories and be fond of children!” 

Beloved Belindy walked toward a large case at the 
back of the room. “Are these samples, too?” 

“No,” the Manager replied, “Those are wooden things 
that were made to order, but when they were almost fin- 
ished we found knots in the wood, so we had to make others. 
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Some wooden people are very fussy about their new children.” 

The Manager led the way from the show room to the 
factory where blocks of wood were being turned into cyl- 
inders. These were carved into form by wooden work- 
men. After the wooden people had been carved, they 
were carried to the paint room and painted with shiny 
colors. 
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out of the paint room, and just as a workman passed 
Beloved Belindy he stubbed his toe and fell. The little 
wooden boy he carried flew out of his arms headfirst into 
a machine. 

“There! You see!” said the Manager. ‘““That was a nice 
little boy! Now he has a large nick in his head and we shall 
have to throw him on the scrap pile and make another to 
take his place!” 

“I wish you would give him to us,” said Uncle Clem. 

“He’s yours!” said the Manager, surprised that any 
one would wish a wooden boy with a nick in his head. 
Uncle Clem stood the little wooden boy on his feet. 

“Thank you!” said the little wooden boy. 

“There! I said he was a nice little fellow!” exclaimed 
the Manager. “Ill bet he’ll turn out as fine as any wooden 
boy we ever made!’ 

“Tm sure he will!’ said Uncle Clem. “And we are 
very grateful to you for him.” 

“The nick in his head isn’t so very large!’ said Uncle 
Clem as he and Beloved Belindy stopped to examine the 
wooden boy’s head, when they had left the factory. 

“Tt doesn’t bother me one bit!” said the wooden boy. 

“Maybe we can find a wooden hat for him!’ suggested 
Beloved Belindy, “then the nick in his head won’t show 
and he should have a name, Uncle Clem! What’ll you 
name him?” 

“T guess I will name him Willie!’ Uncle Clem replied. 
“Don’t you think that’s a good name?” 

“Tt’s easy to remember! Little Wooden Willie! Yes, 
I like it,” said Beloved Belindy. 

“I wish I had a wooden nickel!’ said Uncle Clem. 
“V’d buy Wooden Willie a wooden ice-cream soda!” 

No sooner had he made the wish than Uncle Clem 
felt something in his pocket. His wish had come true and 
his pocket was filled with wooden nickels. 

“Whee!” he cried, pulling out a handful of them. 
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“Here, Wooden Willie, you ask all those children over there 
to go to the ice-cream parlor with you and you buy them 
each a wooden ice cream-cone, or a wooden ice-cream 
soda.” 

Wooden Willie took a handful of the wooden nickels 
and ran to the children at the corner. Beloved Belindy 
and Uncle Clem watched and saw all the wooden children 
follow Wooden Willie into the ice-cream parlor. 
| “We may as well sit here on the curb and wait for 
them!” said Uncle Clem. 

Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy had been waiting 
only a few minutes when “Here they are!” cried a voice 
behind them, and up walked the Wooden Guard and five, 
or six wooden soldiers. “‘I left them locked up in the wooden 
jail’’, said the Wooden Guard, “and here they are!” 

Uncle Clem, and Beloved Belindy had no time to run 
for the wooden soldiers caught them and pulled them down 
the street towards the King’s Palace. 

A great crowd of wooden people followed them. Uncle 
Clem managed to get one hand into his pocket and to pull 
out a lot of wooden nickels. He handed these to a little 
’ wooden boy and said, “Please go to the ice-cream parlor 
and buy yourself a wooden ice-cream soda, and be sure 
to tell little Wooden Willie to follow us to the King’s 
Palace!” 

The little wooden boy took the wooden nickels and 
raced down the street towards the ice-cream parlor. 

“Just so we don’t lose Wooden Willie!’ exclaimed 


Uncle Clem. 
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THe WoopeEn SOLDIERS 


HE Wooden Guard and the Wooden Soldiers took 
Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem to the King’s 
Palace and into a large room where the Wooden 

King sat, carved upon his throne. 
“Here are the queer creatures who knocked over the 
Queen’s carriage when they were riding the wooden 
ponies!” said the Guard as he pushed Uncle Clem before 


the King. 


“What sort of creatures are they?” asked the King. 
He was a funny looking wooden King with a long wooden 
beard and a crown much too large for him. “I’ve never seen 
any creatures like them before!” said the King. “Call my 
wise men and see if they can tell us what they are!” 

One of the wooden soldiers went out and soon returned 
with the Wooden Wise Men. Each Wooden Wise Man 
carried a wooden book in his left hand and wore large 
wooden spectacles on his nose. 

“Tell me who these queer creatures are, Wise Men!” 
said the Wooden King, waving his hand towards Beloved 
Belindy and Uncle Clem. 

“We have never seen creatures like them!’ the four 
Wise Men answered all together. 

“T know that!’ the Wooden King cried, “but tell me 
who they are!” 

The four Wooden Wise Men pretended to be reading 
from their wooden books, but Beloved Belindy and Uncle 
Clem saw that the wooden books had been carved closed, 
so, of course, the Wooden Wise Men could not read at all. 

“We don’t know!” the Wooden Wise Men answered, 
atlasee 

“Then take them to the buzz saw!” cried the King. 

The Wooden Guard and the Wooden Soldiers started 
to drag Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem away. 

“Whoa!” the Wooden King cried, ““Where are you going ~ 
there, Wooden Guard?” 

“You said to take them to the buzz saw!’ said the 
Wooden Guard, his red painted face turning pale. 

“Silly!” cried the Wooden King, “I meant take the 
foolish Wooden Wise Men to the buzz saw!” 

“Why do you want them taken to the buzz saw, Mister 
King?” asked Beloved Belindy. 

“Because,” the Wooden King replied, “they can’t tell 
me what or who you are. The buzz saw shall saw their 


heads off!’ 
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“Dear me, Mister Wooden King! I wouldn’t do that!” 
said Beloved Belindy. 

“What would you suggest then?” asked the King. 

“Why don’t you have them repainted so they won’t 
look quite so wise?” asked Beloved Belindy. ‘You know,” 
she went on, “people who look very, very wise are not 
always as wise as those who do not look so wise. If you 
have the Wise Men changed to look just like ordinary 
people, perhaps they will be wiser.” 

“That is a very good idea!” cried the King. So he 
ordered the Wooden Wise Men to run down and have 
themselves repainted. ‘And if you come back looking wise, 
I shall know just how foolish you are!” 

Then the Wooden King asked Beloved Belindy who 
she and Uncle Clem were. And when she had told him, 
and had said that they were very sorry they had upset 
the Wooden Queen’s carriage, the Wooden King said: 

“Tt really does not make very much difference! You 
see, the Wooden Queen has been returned to the factory 
where they make the wooden people and is being recarved 
for she was much too fat. It will be five or six days before 
she is refinished and we can have her carriage repainted 
and all fixed up before she returns!” 

“Well, your Majesty, we haven’t had anything to eat 
since we came to Wooden Town!” said Uncle Clem. “The 
food in the jail was wooden and we can’t eat that!” 

“T’m sorry,” the Wooden King replied, “but that’s 
the only kind of food we have here! Maybe you had better 
go to the next country. Perhaps you can find something 
to eat there!” 

Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem thanked the King, 
shook hands with the Wooden Guard, and then hurried 
out of the castle in search of Wooden Willie. 

They walked down the street towards the wooden ice- 
cream parlor. Before they had gone far they saw him 
running to meet them. 
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“TI wonder if we should give Wooden Willie to some nice 
wooden man and lady?” asked Uncle Clem. ‘Maybe he 
will get homesick if he goes with us.” 

“Let’s ask Wooden Willie if he wants to stay in Wooden 
Town,” said Uncle Clem. 

“T won’t get homesick!’ Wooden Willie promised the 
dolls. “I’d like to go with you and Beloved Belindy.” 

When the friends had walked about a mile away from 
Wooden Town, Uncle Clem suddenly stopped and ran his 
hand through his yarn hair. “I just happened: to think,” 
he said, ““We can’t take Wooden Willie with us after all! 
Wooden Willie, you will have to run back home!” 

“But he has no home!” cried Beloved Belindy. Wooden 
Willie started to cry and kind-hearted Beloved Belindy 
wiped the resin tears from his face with the corner of her 
apron. ‘Why do you say he will have to return to the 
Wooden Town, Uncle Clem?” 

“Because,” exclaimed Uncle Clem, “if we take him 
with us he will starve! He has to eat wooden food, you 
know, and the only place he can get wooden food is in the 
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Wooden Town!” 

“Oh dear!’ said Beloved Belindy, ‘“‘that is true, sure 
enough! Maybe Wooden Willie can find a nice wooden 
man and lady to adopt him!’ 

“T want to go with Uncle Clem wherever he goes! 
Wooden Willie cried. 

“You mustn’t cry, Wooden Willie!’ said Beloved 
Belindy, “the resin tears may take the paint off your face. 
We must think of something else!’ 

“Perhaps Wooden Willie won’t starve even if we take 
him with us,” thought Uncle Clem. “He is made out of 
wood and can’t grow any thinner, whether he eats or not, 
can he?” 

“Of course not!” said Beloved Belindy, “but I wonder 
if he will feel hungry?” 

“If I get hungry, I can eat a stick, or something, can’t 
I? Wooden Willie asked. 

“Sure enough!’ Uncle Clem laughed, ‘‘just see how a 
stick tastes to you, Wooden Willie, and if you can eat 
sticks, then of course you can go with us.” So Uncle Clem 
walked over to a tree and broke off a little dry branch. 
“Here, Wooden Willie,” he said, “See how that tastes!” 

“Ummm!” said Wooden Willie, “it tastes pretty good!” 

“Then that’s settled!’ said Uncle Clem happily. 

Wooden Willie was glad too, and ran ahead, skipping 
and kicking up his wooden heels. Everything was new and 
strange to him and he shouted and laughed at every thing 
he saw. 

“Hurry and see these pretty flowers!’ he called to 
Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem when he came to a mass 
of yellow and red and blue flowers growing beside the road- 
way. Wooden Willie tried to pick one of them; he pulled 
and pulled and the stem of the flower stretched out longer 
and longer. When he couldn’t pull any harder, Wooden 
Willie let go of the flower and it snapped back so hard it 
knocked Uncle Clem over backwards. But that did not 
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hurt Uncle Clem even a smidgin, for he was made of cloth 
and stuffed with nice clean white cotton. So he jumped 
up, laughing. 

“T didn’t know the flower would do that!’ said Wooden 
Willie, “I am glad it didn’t hurt you, Uncle Clem!” 

“You can’t hurt me!” laughed Uncle Clem, “But who 
ever heard of rubber flowers?” 

“IT have!’ Beloved Belindy told them. ‘Years and 
years ago, ladies used to wear rubber flowers upon their 
hats, but I never knew they grew wild.” 

At that moment, Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem 
and Wooden Willie heard shouts, and looking back, they 
saw six wooden soldiers running toward them as fast as 
they could come. 

When they came within shouting distance the wooden 
soldiers cried, ““We are coming to take you back to the 
Wooden King! He has changed his mind about letting you 
go. 

“Dear me!’ said Beloved Belindy, “We don’t want to 
return to Wooden Town and be made prisoners!” 

“No, indeed!” agreed Uncle Clem and Wooden Willie. 
“What shall we do?” 

“There’s nothing to do but come along with us!’ cried 
the captain of the wooden soldiers. “Attention!” he called 
to the other Wooden Soldiers. 

All the Wooden Soldiers lined up. 

“When I count three, we will rush up and capture them!” 
said the Captain. 

“Quick!’ whispered Uncle Clem. “Get on the other 
side of the rubber flowers!” 

Beloved Belindy and Wooden Willie ran around to the 
other side of the rubber flowers. Each caught hold of a 
- flower and stretched it back as far as it would go. 

“Now wait until the Wooden Soldiers get real close, 
then let go,” said Uncle Clem. 

“Oh, we can walk right through that flower bed 
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shouted the Captain of the Wooden Soldiers. He counted, 
“One, Two, Three! Catch them!’ And the six wooden 
soldiers marched up to the rubber flowers. 

But when the six wooden soldiers got close enough, 
Uncle Clem cried, “LET GO!” 

Then, what had happened to Uncle Clem happened to 
the Wooden Soldiers. The rubber flowers snapped against 
their wooden coats, POP! and knocked them head over 
heels. As fast as they got to their feet, the rubber flowers 
flew at them until the Wooden Soldiers grew tired of being 
knocked over and the Captain said: 

“We'll go back home and get one hundred and fifty 
wooden soldiers, then you won’t be able to knock us all 
down and we can capture you!” Facing his Wooden Sol- 
diers toward the Wooden Town, the Captain marched 
them away. 

Pia!) Ha!-Ha!l’ laughed Uncle Clem to. his—friends; 
“maybe they think we will wait here until they return!” 

Whe Captain turned and cried to Uncle Clem, “You 
wait there and we will be back in about fifteen minutes!” 

“We'd better run!” said Wooden Willie. 

“We will wait until they get out of sight!” said Uncle 
Clem. “If they see us running away now, they will hurry, 
but if they think we intend to stay here, they won’t get 
back before we have time to escape.” 

So Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy and Wooden Willie 
waited until the Wooden Soldiers were out of sight, then 
catching hands, they ran as hard as they could go. 


% : Lye 


They ran until they came to a very narrow place in a 
hill. It was so narrow that they had to walk one behind 
the other to get through it. The path led up and up, to 
the top of a high hill. At the very top Wooden Willie looked 
back and cried, “Look! Look! Here they come!” 

And there across the valley came one hundred and fifty 
wooden soldiers, and they were coming very fast, too, for 
they were riding upon Wooden Horses. 

“They'll catch us before we go another mile!” said 
Beloved Belindy. ‘What shall we do?” 

“Let’s run!” said Wooden Willie. 

“No,” Beloved Belindy decided, “for their Wooden 
Horses can run much faster than we can!” 

“Maybe we can find a place to hide,” suggested Wooden 
Willie. But when they looked around there was not a single 
place where they could hide. 

“T guess we will have to return with the Wooden Sol- 
diers,” said Beloved Belindy, “but it won’t be much fun for 
us, if they put us in prison.” 

“Indeed, it won’t be a bit of fun,” said Uncle Clem. 
“Look! the Wooden Soldiers have reached the rubber flowers 
and are trying to find out which way we ran. Now the 
Wooden Captain is pointing this way!” 

“Here they come!” cried Wooden Willie. 

“They will never be able to ride their Wooden Horses 
between the rock walls where the path is so narrow,” said 
Uncle Clem. “It was a tight squeeze for us and their horses 
all have round tummies. They will have to leave the 
Wooden Horses behind.” 

“Then we can start running again!” said Wooden Willie. 

Uncle Clem thought awhile and then he cried, “I have 
a good scheme! You sit here where you can look through 
the narrow place and I’ll show you how to fool them.” 

Then he ran down the hill and waited at the end of the 
narrow part between the rocks. 

When the Wooden Soldiers reached the narrow place, 
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the Captain cried, ‘““We can never get our horses through 
there, we must get off and walk.” 

“IT knew it,’ laughed Uncle Clem to himself, and he 
picked up a long pole from the ground. 

When all the Wooden Soldiers got off their Wooden 
Horses, the Wooden Captain lined them up, one behind 
the other. “Forward march!” he cried and into the narrow 
place between the rocks came the long row of Wooden Sol- 
diers, “Hep! Hep! Hep!” 

Uncle Clem waited until the Captain of the Wooden 
Soldiers was only a short distance away, then he took the 
long pole and pushed the Captain backward so that he 
fell against the wooden soldier behind him, and that one 
fell against the soldier behind him. 

“Whee!” Uncle Clem cried, as one soldier after another 
toppled over, “Just like a long row of dominoes!” 

And there, one upon another, the Wooden Soldiers lay; 
nor could the one at the back get up while all the rest were 
down. Uncle Clem knew the Wooden Captain would have 
to stand up first in order to let the others up, so he quickly 
rolled a large stone on top of the Wooden Captain. 

When Uncle Clem wiped the dust off his rag hands, he 
walked up the hill to his friends. “They’ll be all right,” 
he told them. ‘After awhile the Wooden Horses will get 
tired of waiting for the Wooden Soldiers and they will 
wander back to the Wooden Town. Then the Wooden 
People will know that something has happened to the 
Wooden Soldiers and they will come and help them up 
again. 

So Beloved Belindy, and Uncle Clem and Wooden Willie 
walked down the hill laughing and singing. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
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FTER traveling a long way, Beloved Belindy, Uncle 
Clem and Wooden Willie came to a field where 
queer little red balls were growing on short stems. 

Fach little ball was wrapped with tissue paper. 

Beloved Belindy, Uncle Clem and Wooden Willie looked 
at the pretty little red balls. “They look like candy,” said 
Wooden Willie. He picked one and tore the tissue paper 
from it. ““They are candy,” he said, “but they are not made 
of wood so I can’t eat any.” 

“They are real candy!” cried Uncle Clem, picking one 
and unwrapping it. 

Beloved Belindy also picked a little red candy ball. 
“My! They are good!” cried Beloved Belindy, and she and 
Uncle Clem sat down in the grass to eat. 

Wooden Willie, because he thought he could not eat 
real candy, had walked along farther to see if he could not 
find some wooden candy, but when he turned around to 
come back to the others, he could not see Beloved Belindy 
nor Uncle Clem at all. 
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Wooden Willie stopped and scratched his wooden head, 
for his friends had disappeared as suddenly as though they 
had gone up in smoke. He walked back to where he had 
left them and called as loudly as he could, “Oh, Uncle Clem! 
Oh, Beloved Belindy! Oh Uncle Clem! Oh————" 

“What’s the matter with you, Wooden Willie? We 
aren’t deaf. You don’t have to shout to make us hear,” 
Beloved Belindy answered. 

“Where are you?” Wooden Willie asked, turning about 
and looking all around. 

“Why! We’re sitting right here eating the red candy 
balls. Can’t you see us?” asked Uncle Clem. 

“No, I can’t!’ Wooden Willie replied. But he took a 
step, tripped over Beloved Belindy’s foot and fell. 

“Hmm!” mused Uncle Clem, looking at Beloved Belindy, 
“Isn’t it strange that Wooden Willie can’t see us!” 

“Oh dear!’ Beloved Belindy cried, ““Do you know what?” 

“No, what?” asked Uncle Clem. 

“T’ll bet a nickel,” said’ Beloved Belindy, “that those 
little red balls were of magic candy and they have made us 
disappear!” 

“That’s just what happened, I’m sure!’ said Wooden 
Willie and resin tears rolled off his wooden nose and plunked 
on the ground. 

“T wish that I could eat the real candy, too!” he cried. 
I can’t see you at all and I feel all alone!’ Beloved Belindy 
wiped his wooden face with her apron. 

“Can’t you feel Beloved Belindy touching you?” asked 
Uncle Clem. 

“Oh yes!” Wooden Willie replied. “I can feel you touch- 
ing me, but it seems lonely not to see you.” 


. “Maybe,” suggested Uncle Clem, “just maybe, of course, 
if one little red candy ball makes us invisible, another might 
make us visible again!” 
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“But,” said Beloved Belindy, “suppose eating another 
magical candy ball made us disappear entirely, what then?” 

“Then,” said Uncle Clem, “we wouldn’t be anything at 
all. No, we had better not eat any more. Let’s walk on 
farther and maybe we can find someone who knows how 
to make us visible again!” 

“And ilet’s catch hold of hands,’ suggested Beloved 
Belindy, “for we might get separated and never find each 
other again.” 

So Beloved Belindy took one-of Wooden Willie’s hands 
and Uncle Clem the other, and together they crossed the 
candy field. 

At the far edge they came to a sign. ‘‘Dear me!” cried 
Beloved Belindy, ““Why didn’t they put the sign at the 
beginning of the magical field instead of at the far end?” 
And her friends wondered, too, for the sign read: 

“Warning! Eat one candy ball and no one can see you. 
Eat two candy balls and no one can hear you.” 

“There now!” said Uncle Clem. ‘“Wouldn’t we have 
been in a nice pickle if we had eaten another candy ball?” 

“It doesn’t do a bit of good to read the sign after you 
have eaten the magic candy,” Beloved Belindy sighed. 

“Well,” Uncle Clem told her, “it is really our own fault 
for we should have looked for the sign and read it before 
we ate the candy.” 

“T think it would be fun being invisible!” said Beloved 
Belindy, “if only Wooden Willie were invisible, too!” 

“Yes, it must be fun for you!’ said Wooden Willie, 
“because you can see each other and can see me, but I can’t 
see either of you!” 

“Well, it can’t be helped, now, I suppose!’ said 
Beloved Belindy. 

“Oh, look!’ Wooden Willie squealed excitedly, “Here 
comes a whole army of Wooden Soldiers!” 

“Oh, dear!’ cried Beloved Belindy, “Why can’t they let 
us go on our way?” 
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“T suppose it is because they are Wooden heads,” said 
Uncle Clem, “‘and besides they are probably peevish because 
I pushed them over like dominoes!” 

“What shall we do?” asked Wooden Willie. ‘“There’s 
no place to hide.” 


“You forget that we are invisible,” replied Beloved 
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Belindy. “They won’t be able to see us. So if we just 
remain perfectly quiet, they will go on and never know 
we are here, but we must be careful that none of them 
touch us.” 

“Yes, but they can see Wooden Willie!’ cried Uncle Clem. 

The Wooden Captain was ahead and behind him came 
a wooden band playing on wooden horns. 

The Wooden Soldiers came marching across the field. 

“We had better separate,” suggested Uncle Clem, ‘“‘and 
pelt them with the red candy balls.” 

“You run away from the Soldiers, Wooden Willie,” said 
Beloved Belindy, ‘‘and we will try to drive them back by 


pelting them with the little red candy balls.” The Wooden | 
Captain stopped in surprise when a candy ball thrown by 

Uncle Clem struck him on his wooden forehead and broke 
into bits. 

“What was that?” he cried, for he could see Wooden 
Willie running away, but he couldn’t see the others. 

“Tet them have another shower,’ whispered Uncle 
Clem, and again the little hard candy balls rattled against 
the Wooden Soldiers. 

The Wooden Band stopped playing and seemed un- 
decided what to do. 

Uncle Clem walked right up to the Wooden Captain 
and threw six candy balls at once. 

“Run! Run!” the Wooden Captain cried. Uncle Clem 
had knocked off the Wooden Captain’s cap and when he 
stooped to pick it up Uncle Clem pushed him with his foot 
and sent him head over heels. 

The Wooden Band dropped their horns and fled, falling 
all over each other. 

“Ha! Ha! Ha!’ laughed Uncle Clem, “It did turn out 
right, after all, for if the people had put the sign at the 
beginning of the field of magic candy, we would not have 
eaten any, and we would have been captured by the Wooden 
Soldiers!” 

Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem hoped the Wooden 
Soldiers would run all the way back home, but instead, the 
Wooden Soldiers stopped on the edge of the field of magic 
candy balls. “They are planning to do something!’ said 
Uncle Clem. “TI will walk over and listen to what they say!” 

“They may capture you, Uncle Clem!” said Wooden 
Willie. 

“I don’t think so,” laughed Uncle Clem, “For they 
can’t see me and I'll be careful that they don’t touch me. 
Beloved Belindy, you go over with Wooden Willie and 
pick a lot of the little red candy balls, for we may have 
to pelt the Wooden Soldiers again.” 
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When Uncle Clem was closer to the Wooden Soldiers, : 
he heard the Captain saying, “I’ll bet six wooden nickels 
that it was Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy who pelted 
us with the candy balls.” 

“We'll bet so, too!’ all the Wooden Soldiers cried. 
“What shall we do, Captain?” 

“Well, there is only one thing to do,” the Wooden Cap- 
tain replied, “And that is to rush right in and seize them.” 

“But how can we seize them when we can’t see them, 
Captain?” asked a Wooden Soldier. 

“TI have a scheme,” replied the Wooden Captain, “Uncle 
Clem and Beloved Belindy will stay right near Wooden 
Willie. That’s sure! So we will march in a circle all about 
Wooden Willie; when we get him in the center of our circle, 
ten or twelve soldiers can walk towards Wooden Willie and 
feel around until they catch Uncle Clem and Beloved 
Belindy!” 

“Ho! Ho!” thought Uncle Clem to himself, “‘so that’s 
the scheme is it?” But Uncle Clem was too wise to say 
anything out loud. 

“Now, said the Captain, “form in line and we will 
make a circle around them!” 

Uncle Clem ran to his friends and told them what the 
Wooden Soldier’s captain had planned. “We must leave 
Wooden Willie standing right here and we must keep out- 
side of the circle the soldiers will make.” 

“But they will capture Wooden Willie!’ said Beloved 
Belindy. 

Yes!’ Uncle Clem replied. “That cannot be helped! 
But we will find a way of rescuing Wooden Willie after- 
wards.” 

Wooden Willie knew that this was the only thing to 
do, so he stood still while the Wooden Soldiers formed in 
a circle around him. But Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy 
kept at a distance and were left outside. 

“Now!” cried the Captain. “Stand so close that you 
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touch each other, and don’t let them get outside the circle.” 
Then the Wooden Captain and ten Wooden Soldiers 

walked up to Wooden Willie and felt all about him! “Hmm!” 

said the Wooden Captain. “They are not here!” 

Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem had to laugh softly 
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to themselves when they saw ane 
faces of the Wooden Soldiers. 
“Well, we have Wooden Willie, anyway!” said the 
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look of surprise on the 
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Wooden Captain. ‘Now we will march back home and let 
the King send him to the buzz saw!’ The Wooden Soldiers 
marched off towards the Wooden Town and Beloved Belindy 
and Uncle Clem marched along sorrowfully behind them. 

When the Wooden Soldiers came to the narrow place 
between the high cliffs, they had to march in single file. 
“Now is our chance to rescue Wooden Willie!’ whispered 
Uncle Clem. 

Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem ran to the top of the 
high cliff and when Wooden Willie was made to walk in 
front of the Captain, Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem 
rolled a large stone to the edge of the cliff and let it drop 
right. down between Wooden Willie and the Captain so 
that the soldiers could not follow Wooden Willie. Then 
Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy rolled another large stone 
to the edge of the cliff and let it fall in back of the Wooden 
Soldiers. ‘‘Whee!” they both cried, ““Now they cannot get 
out of the narrow place!’ and down the hill they ran to 
Wooden Willie. And though he could see neither Beloved 
Belindy nor Uncle Clem, he knew who had rescued him from 
the soldiers. “I never thought you could rescue me!’ he said 
when he felt Uncle Clem’s hand. 

“We had better lose no time,’ Uncle Clem cried. “See! 
The Wooden Soldiers are boosting each other over the 
large stone and will soon be after us.” 

Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy and Wooden Willie 
ran to where the Wooden Soldiers had left their Wooden 
Ponies, and each climbed onto the back of a nice pony, and 
lickety-split, they rode across the fields leaving the Wooden 
Soldiers far behind. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


THe Funny Litrte Man 


ELOVED BELINDY and Uncle Clem and Wooden 
Willie, on their wooden ponies, came to a funny 
little house in the center of a large wood. 

“IT wonder who lives here?” Beloved Belindy said. 

“You two stay on the ponies and I will go around to the 
door,” said Uncle Clem. 

Uncle Clem had just disappeared around a corner of 
the house when a queer little man with a long beard ran 
out of the wood and pulled Wooden Willie from the Wooden 
Pony. 

“You are just what I need about the house,” cried the 
man. “I have always wanted a Wooden Boy to chop wood 
and sweep the floors. Ill fasten you inside the house so 
you can’t get away,” and before Beloved Belindy could 
think of anything to do, he had fastened a long chain to 
Wooden Willie. 

Beloved Belindy left her pony and ran to find Uncle 
Clem. Peeking in the doorway, they saw the little man 
fasten Wooden Willie by the long chain to a large ring in 
the ceiling. Then he brought a broom and told Wooden 
Willie to sweep the floors. 

Then Uncle Clem lifted Wooden Willie upon his shoul- 
ders and walked around the room, and because the little 
man could not see Uncle Clem, he thought that Wooden 
Willie was flying. 

“My, I’m glad that I found you!” the little man said, 
“for I can have you keep the house clean and do all the 
work, then when I want to go anywhere, I will fasten your 
chain to a box and sit in the box and make you fly with me 
wherever I wish to go!” 

Then the little man sat down at the table to eat his 
dinner, but whenever he started to take a bite of anything, 


49 


Uncle Clem snatched the food from the fork and threw it 
across the room. 

“Here!” cried the little man, for he thought Wooden 
Willie was doing it in some way, “how do you expect me to 


eat my dinner if you do that? You will have to stay in 
the kitchen.” 


And when Wooden Willie sat down on the floor and 


would not go to the kitchen, the little man ran and carried 
him there. 


“Now,” he cried as he locked the door, “maybe you'll 
behave yourself!” 


But when he returned to the table, how surprised he 
was to see that all his food was gone, for Beloved Belindy 
and Uncle Clem had thrown it out of the window. 


When the funny little man started to look for his dinner, 
Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy pushed him and pulled 
him, and the little man thought it must still be Wooden 
Willie. 

“T’m sorry I brought you into my house,” he said to 
Wooden Willie, “for you are working magic on me.” 

Wooden Willie just laughed. 

When the little man tried to smoke his pipe, Uncle Clem 
blew out the matches as fast as he would light them. “T’ll 
have to get rid of you some way!” the little man cried. “I'll 
chop you up for kindling wood, that’s what I’ll do!’ 
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But when the funny little man started out of the door 
after his axe, Uncle Clem caught hold of his long whiskers 
and tied them in a hard knot around the table leg. “Wow!” 
the little man howled, “If you will promise not to play these 
tricks on me, I will let you go, Wooden Boy!” 

“All right,” Wooden Willie replied. “It isn’t any fun 
to be tied up; so if you’ll promise never to tie anyone else, 
I'll promise to stop playing tricks on you!” 

“T promise. Honest!” the little man replied. “Please 
untie my whiskers and I’ll unfasten the chain and let you 
go, for I will be glad to get rid of you.” 

So Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy untied the little 
man’s long whiskers and the little man unlocked the pad- 
lock and let Wooden Willie walk out of the door. 

“TI hope you never come back,” the little man cried, 
watching Wooden Willie walk out of his front gate. 

Beloved Belindy had stayed behind just long enough to 
put back all the food where it belonged on the table. 

“Well!” the little man laughed, when he saw what had 
been done, ‘““Wooden Willie was kind to return good for 
bad! I will try doing a kindness myself, the next time I 
have a chance.” 

When Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy and Wooden 
Willie were out of the house, they discovered that the little 
wooden ponies had decided to go back home. At least, 
that was what Uncle Clem thought, for they were nowhere 
in sight. 

But the wood ahead was so inviting that Beloved Belindy 
said: “It is just as well, Uncle Clem, for the ponies are 
used to the wooden people and we are used to walking, 
and we will see a great deal more if we do not ride. 
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CHAPTER SIX 


Tue Pennies Tuat Rout vp HI 


ECAUSE they were invisible and Wooden Willie 
B could not see them, Uncle Clem and Beloved 
Belindy took hold of Wooden Willie’s hands as they 
walked through woods. Bye and bye, as they walked along, 
they heard someone crying by the side of the path. 

It was a little old lady, they found, when they came 
nearer, and Beloved Belindy whispered, “You speak to 
her, Wooden Willie, and find out why she cries!” 

The little old lady looked up at Wooden Willie and 
said, “This morning, I had sixteen pennies and now I haven’t 
any!” 

“Dear me!’ Wooden Willie said. “Did you lose them?” 

“No!” the little old lady sighed, “I have been saving 
every penny I found rolling up-hill for nine years and I had 
sixteen, put away in a little pasteboard box. But last week, 
Snippydoolys, who lives about a mile away, came and took 
my pennies, box and all. And he said he would come back 
this week and, if I didn’t have more for him, he would tear 
down my little house.” 

“Maybe it would be best for you to tell him where you 
hid the other pennies,” said Wooden Willie. 

“But I have no others!” the little old lady cried, ‘‘and,” 
as she heard a loud bang back in the woods, “there he is 
now, tearing down my little house!” 

Wooden Willie took hold of the little old lady’s hand 
and hurried with her to her little house. Sure enough, 
there was Snippydoolys tearing it down in his search for 
more pennies. 

“‘Aren’t you ashamed of yourself, Snippydoolys?” Wooden 
Willie cried. 

Snippydoolys turned angrily and struck at Wooden Willie. 
But Uncle Clem caught Snippydoolys and threw him down 
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and he took the little old lady’s box of pennies out of Snip- 
pydoolys’ pocket. 
Snippydoolys kicked and yelled, but Uncle Clem held 
him tight. 
“T tell you what we’ll do,’ 


>? 


said Uncle Clem, sitting on 


Snippydoolys’ stomach. “We'll paint green rings around 
his eyes, so that everytime he looks in the looking-glass 
he'll know how naughty he has been.” 

Of course, the little old lady did not know who was 
doing all this talking and fighting with Snippydoolys until 
Wooden Willie explained that Beloved Belindy and Uncle 


Clem were his friends who had become invisible. 


The little old lady brought a can of green paint and 
Uncle Clem painted large green rings around Snippydoolys’ 
eyes, and took Snippydoolys to the front door, and shouted 
loudly in his ear, “Don’t you ever, ever come near this house 
again!’ And Snippydoolys, because he could not see who 
had punished him, was so frightened, he ran and ran, lickety 
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split, down the path and through the woods. 

“T have been saving every penny,” said the little old 
lady to Wooden Willie, “to buy new shoes and stockings 
for all the little orphan children who live in the large house 
in the center of the woods. They have no mamas, or daddies, 
and have to go barefoot all the time.” 

“But how can you buy so many things with just sixteen 
pennies?” asked Beloved Belindy. 

“Oh! Don’t you know that every penny you find rolling 
up-hill is a golden penny?” the little old lady asked. 

“No, we didn’t know that,” Beloved Belindy replied. 

“Yes, indeed!” the little lady said. “There is a hill, 
right over there, where I find the pennies and if you will 
come with me, Ill show it to you.” 

“Maybe if we all go, we can find more pennies rolling 
up-hill than you could find all by yourself!’ Uncle Clem 
suggested. 

The little old lady led them to the hill. “Now you must 
be real quiet,” she said, ‘“‘for pennies, if they hear you, will 
hide in the grass and remain quiet until you’ve gone.” 

Wooden Willie stayed with the little old lady, but 
Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem, being invisible, walked 
away from the others and waited. Pretty soon Beloved 
Belindy and Uncle Clem saw something bright and shiny 
twinkling in the grass. Sure enough! ‘Two golden pennies 
were rolling up-hill. And, the golden pennies, thinking 
there was no one about, thought they were not seen. 

But Beloved Belindy picked up one and Uncle Clem 
picked up the other and they ran back to the little old lady 
and put them into her box. 

“Oh! goodie!” she laughed, “now I have eighteen golden 
pennies and when I find two more I shall have twenty.” 

“What becomes of the lovely, golden, shiny pennies 
when they get to the top of the hill, nice little lady?” asked 
Beloved Belindy. 

“T guess they just fly away,’ 
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the little old lady replied. 


“But,” she added, “I really don’t know, because I never 
have been to the top of the hill.” 

“T don’t believe that the golden pennies fly away when 
they get to the top,” Beloved Belindy was thinking aloud. 
“Suppose you and Wooden Willie stay here and Uncle Clem 
and I will walk up to the top of the hill and see where the 
golden pennies roll to.” 

So Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem started for the top, 
and as they walked along, they soon saw a golden penny 
wabbling this way and that, as it rolled up the hill. 

“Sh!” Beloved Belindy whispered to Uncle Clem. ‘‘Let’s 
be as still as mice and follow it; then we can see just where 
it rolls--to.” 

So Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem followed the golden 
penny. At the top of the hill it rolled on top of a stone 
and hopped off on the other side. They heard it go, “Tinkle, 
Tinkle,” and, at the end, “Chink, chink, chink.” 

Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem tiptoed up and peeked 
around the stone. Beyond it was a great box almost filled 
with shining golden pennies, all chinking together. On 
the box was a sign which read, “Help yourself. But remem- 
ber: every golden penny will disappear unless you spend it 
to bring happiness to another.” 

“Ha!” cried Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem together, 
“that is what the nice little lady wants to do with her golden 
pennies.” So they walked to the box and Beloved Belindy 
filled her apron with golden pennies and Uncle Clem filled 
his hat and stuffed his pockets with golden pennies. 

“Now!” said Beloved Belindy, as she and Uncle Clem 
walked down the hill, “the nice little lady can buy the 
orphan children new shoes and stockings, and, besides, she 
can buy them all new clothes and pretty books and toys. 
That will bring happiness to others.’ And the golden pen- 
nies in Beloved Belindy’s apron chinked together, as if to 
say, “Yes, that is what we are for.” 

“Here we are, nice little old lady,” called Beloved 
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Belindy and Uncle Clem, “and we have our apron and our 
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pockets stuffed with shiny golden pennies! 

“Where did you find so many?” the little old lady 
wanted to know, when Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem 
poured all the golden pennies in her lap. 

Uncle Clem explained where they had found them. 
“But if you spend the pennies selfishly, they will disappear,” 
he added. 

“Then the pennies will stay with us,” the little old lady 
laughed, “‘for we shall spend them to bring happiness to the 
poor little children.” And the little old lady, with her 
apronful of golden pennies stood up. “Let’s walk to the 
store and buy the things right away,” she said. This pleased 
Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem very much. 


So os all eilewed the Pee a tad Bough the woods 
until they came to a great big oak tree with a large hole 
in it. Then just as the little old lady passed the oak tree, 
Snippydoolys sprang out and grabbed the apron with all 
the golden pennies in it. 

“Ha!” he cried as he ran with the apronful of golden 
pennies, “I heard the pennies chinking together. And now 
they are mine to spend for everything I wish. I’m going 
to the store and buy a bicycle and a pair of roller skates and 
a baseball and a lot HM sane and everything I want.’ 
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The little old lady was so sorry to lose the golden pen- 
nies, she sat down on the ground and cried, “Oh, Oh! Now 
we cannot buy anything for the poor little children to make 
them happy. Snippydoolys is a very, very naughty little 
mans. 

“Don’t cry,” said Beloved Belindy, and she wiped the 
little lady’s eyes with her apron. “Uncle Clem and I will 
run after Snippydoolys and try to get the pennies away 
from him!” 

They ran as hard as they could after Snippydoolys and 
as they turned a bend in the path, they saw him run into 
the store and slam the door behind him. 

Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy ran up to the door. 

“We'll tell the storekeeper that Snippydoolys took the 
pennies away from the little lady!’ said Beloved Belindy, 
“then he won’t sell anything to Snippydoolys!’ But Snippy- 
doolys had locked the door behind him and they could not 
get in. 

“We must wait here until he comes out!” said Uncle 
Clem. “Maybe he won’t spend all the pennies and there 
will be some left to return to the little lady!’ And so the 
two sat down to wait for Snippydoolys to come out of the 
store. 

Pretty soon Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem heard a 
lot of noise in the store. It sounded as if things were being 
thrown this way and that; above the noise of breaking 
things, they heard Snippydoolys’ howling. 

The door of the store was thrown open and Snippydoolys 
came falling out. Before he could get upon his feet, the 
storekeeper with a broom in his hand gave Snippydoolys a 
crack that sent him howling through the woods. 

“Ha!” said Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem, walking 
up to the storekeeper, “Why did you throw Snippydoolys 
out, Mister Storekeeper?” 

Mister Storekeeper looked surprised, for he could not see 
Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem anywhere. 
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“Look at these!” the storekeeper said as he held out his 
hand and showed Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem sixteen 
suspender buttons. 

“What do you think of that?” 

“We do not know what to think!” Uncle Clem replied. 

“Tl tell you!’ Mister Storekeeper said. ‘“Snippydoolys 
came in and said, ‘I want a nice new shiny red bicycle and 
a pair of roller skates and a sack of candy and an ice-cream 
cone and a lot of cookies!’ 

“So, I said to Snippydoolys, ‘Show me your pennies first; 
it will take sixteen gold ones.’ And Snippydoolys held out 
his hand and there were the sixteen pennies; and he had a 
lot more in his pocket, so I wrapped up the things he wanted. 
Then, what do you think the mean Snippydoolys handed 
me—sixteen common suspender buttons! Brass ones!” 

“Hmmm!” Beloved Belindy said. 

“And because I think Snippydoolys is a naughty fellow, 
anyhow, I just cracked him with the broom and sent him 
home howling.” 

“You did just right!’ Uncle Clem said, “for Snippydoolys 
took those pennies away from the little old lady and because 
he tried to spend the golden pennies all for himself, they 
turned into suspender buttons!” 

“Ha! Ha! Hai” laughed the storekeeper, ‘“‘so that’s it, 
is it? Well! Snippydoolys’ experience should teach him 
that the selfish person never gets real pleasure out of things.” 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 


Tue MacicaL Toy Store 


ELOVED BELINDY and Uncle Clem walked back 
through the woods to where the little old lady and 
Wooden Willie sat waiting for them. 

Beloved Belindy told them how Snippydooly had tried 
to buy pretty things for himself and how the golden pennies 
had changed into suspender buttons. 

“Now we cannot buy the pretty things for the poor little 
orphan children who live all alone in the center of the 
woods,” the nice little lady cried. 

“Never mind,” Beloved Belindy said as she hugged the 
little old lady and wiped the tears from her eyes, “maybe 
Uncle Clem and I can get you some more golden pennies. 
Uncle Clem and I will see if any more golden pennies are 
rolling up-hill!” 

When the two came to the path down which Snippy- 
doolys had run they saw, scattered all along the path the 
brass suspender buttons. 

Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy kept on till they came 
to the hill up which the golden pennies rolled. But they 
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couldn’t find a single one. “Oh dear!” Beloved Belindy said, 
“Snippydoolys has spoiled everything. Now [ll bet a 
nickel the pennies will never be found rolling up-hill again!” 

But Beloved Belindy was mistaken, for while they sat 
in the grass feeling sorry for the nice little old lady, they 
heard something tinkle nearby. 

“Sh! whispered Beloved Belindy, “What was that?’ 

Uncle Clem crawled upon his hands and knees in the 
direction of the sound and he motioned to Beloved Belindy. 

As they watched all the brass suspender buttons rolled 
into a long line and started right up the hill, and as they 
rolled, the brass suspender buttons changed into golden 
pennies again. 

So Beloved Belindy whispered to Uncle Clem, then she 
ran ahead up the hill. And when Uncle Clem, following the 
last golden penny, came to Beloved Belindy, she was sitting 
on the ground with her apron spread out. 

“Whee!” Uncle Clem laughed, “shooing” the last golden 
penny into Beloved Belindy’s apron, “now won’t the nice 
little old lady be happy?” 

Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem carried the golden 
pennies down the hill to the spot where the little old lady 
sat beside Wooden Willie. 

“Oh, I am so glad you were able to find more golden 
pennies!” the little old lady laughed and wiped the tears 
from her eyes. 

“These are the same golden pennies that Snippydoolys 
took away from you before,” said Beloved Belindy. “The 
ones that changed into brass suspender buttons.” 

“But they are not brass suspender buttons now,” said 
the little old lady, chinking the golden pennies together. 

“Indeed they are not brass suspender buttons,” laughed 
Beloved Belindy. 

“Maybe you had better keep the golden pennies until 
we get to the store,” the little old lady said, ‘“‘we don’t want 
to lose them again!” 
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“No, we don’t,” replied Uncle Clem, “this time we shall 
buy the pretty things for the little orphan children. And 
we will have the pleasure of seeing the happiness each gift 
brings.” 

So Beloved Belindy carried part of the golden pennies 
in her apron, and Uncle Clem filled his hat with the rest. 

“We won’t walk near the large oak tree with the hole 
in it this time!” said the little old lady. And it was a good 
thing they didn’t. For, just where he had hidden before, 
Snippydoolys was hiding again and our friends saw that 
he had a large stick and was peeping out of the hole in the 
tree waiting for the little old lady to come by with more 
golden pennies. Snippydoolys did not see any of them this 
time. Uncle Clem whispered to Beloved Belindy and gave 
her his hatful of pennies to carry. Then he ran back to 
where Snippydoolys was hiding. Pretty soon the others 
heard the yells of Snippydoolys and Uncle Clem, laughing, 
came running up to Beloved Belindy. 

“Now, Uncle Clem!’ said Beloved Belindy, severely, 
“What did you do to Snippydoolys?” 

When Uncle Clem could stop laughing, he replied, “I 
didn’t do anything to Snippydoolys. But right over his 
head on a branch of the tree, there was a little round paper 
ball, and in the ball there were a lot of Henry Hornets, so 
I took a little stick and jiggled the branch. Then I ran 
Beriast as I icould:’’ 

“T hope the Henry Hornets knew that Snippydoolys 
didn’t jiggle their house!” said Beloved Belindy, “for even 
if someone has done you an injury, it is never nice to try to 
injure them in return!” 

And Uncle Clem, knowing this to be true, was sorry he 
had jiggled the Hornets’ house. 

“Hello, Mister Storekeeper,” the little old lady said, 
as she and Wooden Willie walked up to the store in the 
woods. “This is Wooden Willie, Mister Storekeeper, and 
this is Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem.” 
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Mister Storekeeper shook hands with Wooden Willie. 
“T can’t see Beloved Belindy, nor Uncle Clem,” he said 
with a puzzled look all about him. 

“Neither can I, Mister Storekeeper,” said the nice little 
old lady, “because they ate some little red candy balls and 
became invisible. But, if you will put out your hand, 
they will shake hands with you.” 

“How queer!’ exclaimed the Storekeeper, when he 
felt Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem shake hands with 
him and heard them say, “How do you do.” 

The little old lady then told Mister Storekeeper how 
Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem had watched the brass 
suspender buttons change into golden pennies again, and 
how they had caught all the pennies in Beloved Belindy’s 
apron. 

“But where are the golden pennies now?” the Store- 
keeper asked. 

“You can’t see them, because Beloved Belindy has 
them in her apron, and that makes the pennies invisible, 
too! We are coming into your store and buy a lot of 
things for the poor little children who live in the center 
of the woods!” 

“Walk right in, then,” the Storekeeper said and he held 
the door open for them. Then as he turned to follow the 
little old lady and Wooden Willie inside, he heard some- 
thing go “Chinkly! Chinkly!’ and, looking down, the 
storekeeper saw golden pennies rolling all about his door 
step and down the walk. 

“Why, where did they come from?” he asked rushing 
out to pick them up. } ; 

“You shut the door just as I started inside!’ Beloved 
Belindy laughed, “and it knocked me down and spilt the 
golden pennies.” 

“Tl be careful this time!” the storekeeper laughed, as 
he held the door wide open until Beloved Belindy told him 
she was inside. 
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“Now,” the Storekeeper said, “Just pick out anything 
you wish for the children, and I’ll tell you what! Just because 
you are going to spend the pennies to bring happiness to 
others, I will give you two of everything for the price of 
one! And when you pay for everything, I’ll give you all 
the pennies back again!” 

“But if you don’t get paid for things, how can you afford 
to keep a store?” Wooden Willie asked. 

“Well, Til tell you,” the Storekeeper replied, “this is 
a magical store. I bought it from an old magician for two 
pennies, and everytime anyone buys a toy and takes it 
away from the store, another toy just like it immediately 
comes in the place of the one taken away. And that is 
the reason why I like to give things away to people who 
are kind and unselfish. I know that if I give them some- 
thing, they know how happy it makes them feel, so they 
give things away in order to make other people feel as 
happy as they felt.” 

“That is a very nice way to do!” Beloved Belindy said, 
“and I guess that is why you have such a happy face, Mister 
Storekeeper!” 

“Well, let’s see,” the little old lady said to the kind- 
hearted Storekeeper. “We want two dozen pairs of nice 
shoes and two dozen pairs of pretty stockings, so that all 
the children in the Orphan Home in the center of the woods 
can run through the woods without stubbing their toes.” 

When the Storekeeper had wrapped up all the shoes 
and stockings and all the bicycles and roller skates and 
boxes of cracker jack and base balls and dolls and picture 
books, Beloved Belindy took the golden pennies out of her 
apron and placed them on the counter. And as soon as 
Beloved Belindy laid them there, the Storekeeper could 
see them. 

“T wish that I could see what you and Uncle Clem look 
like!’ the Storekeeper told Beloved Belindy. 

“So do I!” the little old lady said. 
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“And so do I!’ added Wooden Willie. “I get lone- 
some when I can’t see Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy, 
even if I do know they are right near me!” 

The Storekeeper scratched his head and _ thought. 
“Wait a minute,” he said. “It seems to me that some- 
where about the store, the Magician who sold it to me said 
I would find some magical medicine. Maybe if I can find 
it, it will make you so that we can see you!” 

“Oh, I hope you can find it!’ cried the little old-lady, 

“for the children will be sure to want to see Beloved 
Belindy and Uncle Clem as much as we do!” 

The Storekeeper hunted all over the store and finally 
came back with a green bottle. “Here it is. Let’s see 
what it says! Hmmm!’ 

He shook his head, ‘I’m afraid it will not help you at 
alle hevsaid;. [am sovsorry!” 

“Well, maybe it is for the best!” said Ree Belindy. 

“Maybe it is!” the Storekeeper agreed. “But I believe 
the magic medicine is a very good remedy. See, it 1s made 
of kisses—Mother’s and Grandma’s Kisses, and is guaran- 
teed to cure every bump and hurt of any kind that a child 
may get.” 

“Then let’s take a bottle of it for the little orphan 
children!” said the little old lady. ‘They have no mam- 
mas, nor daddies and this medicine will be just what they 
need!” 

“Tll bundle up six bottles!’ said the Storekeeper. 
“Now we'll put everything into my automobile and give 
the children a surprise!” 

When the little automobile was loaded, it looked-like 
a picture of Santa Claus’ sleigh, piled high with toys ready 
to be delivered to good little children. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 


THE OrpHANS IN THE Woops 


LTHOUGH Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem were 
invisible, the Storekeeper knew by their chatter 
that they were sitting beside him upon the seat. 

And after they had gone quite a distance, the Store- 
keeper happened to look down at the seat. ‘Why, look 
here,” he said in surprise. “Here are two fine rag dolls for 
us to give to two little girls,” and the Storekeeper picked 
up Beloved Belindy and laughed, “Wouldn’t a little girl 
love this cunning rag doll?” and then he picked up Uncle 
Clem and looked at him, “And this cute man doll, too!” 

The Storekeeper nearly ran his little car into a tree, he 
was so surprised, when Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem 
both said, “Oh, Mister Storekeeper we are Beloved Belindy 
and Uncle Clem!’ 

“TI do believe,” the Storekeeper cried in surprise, ““You 
have been taking the medicine of Mother’s and Grandma’s 
kisses.” 

“Yes, we have,” said Beloved Belindy. 

“We feel just the same,” Uncle Clem told him. 

“Maybe you do,” the Storekeeper agreed. “‘But you 
don’t Jook the same.” And everybody laughed at him. 

“Oh, I am glad!” Beloved Belindy told the Storekeeper, 
“for it wasn’t much fun being invisible! People step on you 
and don’t know it.” 

“Ts it much farther to the Orphan’s home?’ Wooden 
Willie asked the Storekeeper. 

The Storekeeper was about to reply, when he steered 
the little car around a bend and ran, blumpity-bump, into 
a ditch dug right across the path. The Storekeeper, the 
little old lady, Wooden Willie, Beloved Belindy and Uncle 
Clem and all the toys bounced helter-skelter in the ditch. 

“Somebody was mean to dig a ditch here and not put 
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up a sign to warn us before we came around the bend.” 
The storekeeper sat rubbing his head. “No need to com- 
plain now, though. We'd better pick up the toys and try 
to get the car out of the ditch!” 

“Ha! Ha! Ha!’ a voice laughed from behind a tree. A 
tall man in a high peaked hat and a long coat stepped out. 
“Don’t you dare touch any of those toys, for they belong to 
me, now!” 

“The idea!’ exclaimed the Storekeeper. “Those toys 
belong to this little lady, and we are taking them to the 
little children who live at the center of the woods!” 

“If you don’t want me to have the toys, we must fight 
a duel! the stange man said. 

“All right,” agreed the Storekeeper. “It may be wrong 
to fight, but before I’d let you take the toys away from us, 
I'd fight two duels with you.” 

“Oh, please don’t fight!” begged Beloved Belindy. “You'll 
both tear your clothes. We’ll give the strange man a pair 
of roller skates, instead!” 

This pleased the man so much, that he let the Store- 
keeper fasten the roller skates on him and give him a-push 
down the hill. “Whew!” he cried as the strange man dis- 
appeared. “That was a lot easier than fighting!” 

The friends soon picked up the toys that had bounced 
out of the little car, and started on their way again. After 
a short ride, they reached the house at the center of the 
woods where all the little children lived. 

The orphans laughed and shouted when the Storekeeper 
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and the others handed them each a present from the little 
car. The kind-hearted Storekeeper was so pleased to see 
the happiness of the children, he cried. 

Beloved Belindy wiped his eyes with her apron and she 
and Uncle Clem, the little old lady and Wooden Willie and 
the Storekeeper sat down and watched the children playing 
with their new toys. ‘““This is the best fun I’ve had since 
I was a little boy and hung up my stocking on Christmas 
Eve,” the Storekeeper said. 

Some of the children had bicycles, some had roller skates 
and the smallest had wagons and kiddie cars and tricycles. 
And beside things to ride, were bright colored picture-books 
and games and dolls and balls and humming tops. 

And, after they had tired of riding, the children came 
and sat around the kind-hearted Storekeeper while he read 
fairy tales to them out of the books. 

The Storekeeper had just read about the pretty Princess 
who married the Prince and was starting on the journey 
to the Prince’s castle, when who should come stomping up 
but the strange man in the tall peaked hat and the long 
coat. 

“See here!” he shouted and all the children jumped up 
and ran away, “You fastened these roller skates to my feet 
and pushed me down the hill so that when I came to the 
bottom, I bumped into a tree and fell down. Now I shall 
take all these toys away from the children and keep them 
for myself!” 

And the strange man started to take the story book 
away from the Storekeeper. 

“You'd better be careful, Mister,’ Uncle Clem said. 
“The first thing you know, you’ll get into trouble. That’s 
what!” 

“Humph!” the strange man laughed, “You are only a 
rag doll. What can you do, I’d like to know?” 

The strange man, of course, did not know that Uncle 
Clem had a magical bean inside his hat,—the Wishing Bean! 
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So, when Uncle Clem saw the strange man beginning 
to tear the lovely story books, he made a wish—‘‘Wowie!” 
the strange man shrieked. “Here! What’s the matter with 
me?’ And he waved his arms wildly. 

“There!” said Uncle Clem, “I told you that you would 
get into trouble!” 

Indeed, the strange man was in trouble, for, immedi- 
ately his feet flopped into the air and there he was dancing 
on his head; and, no matter how he kicked and twisted and 
flopped, he could not get upon his feet. After he had danced 
about upon his head for a long time, Uncle Clem made 
another wish, and the strange man turned right side up 
again. He ran into the woods as hard as he could go, and 
disappeared. 

“That’s the way to get rid of him!” laughed Uncle Clem 
as the children gathered around. The Storekeeper read 
again from the lovely story books and the strange man 
was soon forgotten. 

When it was time to leave, the little old lady said, “I 
believe I will not return to my little old house any more, 
for I am sure Snippydoolys will be tormenting me all the 
time. Instead, I shall stay here in the center of the woods 
with all the orphan children. They really need some one to 
help them dress and brush their hair and see that the little 
boys wash the backs of their necks. You know,” the little 
old lady laughed, “it may seem strange, but little boys 
hardly ever think of the back of their necks when they wash 
their hands and faces.” 

“Oh! Goodie! Goodie! Goodie!” all the orphan children 
cried. “‘We are so glad you will stay with us. Mr. and Mrs. 
Splinter have tried to take care of us, and really they are 
very nice and kind!” 

“Mr. and Mrs. Splinter?” the little old lady asked. ““Who 
are they?” 

“Here they come now!” the children cried, and down 
the path came a wooden man and woman. 
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One little orphan girl introduced everyone to the Splinters. 

“We would love to have all of you stay with us,” Mr. 
Splinter said when the children told him the little old lady 
intended staying. 

“Tt would be lots of fun if you would. Mrs. Splinter 
and I being wooden, of course, are not like real-for-sure 
people.” 

“Wooden Willie is just like you two,” Uncle Clem told 
them. “Did you come from Wooden Land?” 

“Yes,” Mr. Splinter replied. “It is a sad story, but I 
will tell you. Mrs. Splinter and I were made in the wooden 
factory and had just started down the street to find a wooden 
house for rent, when we accidently stepped upon a wooden 
poodle dog’s tail. Ordinarily, this would not have been so 
bad, but the poodle dog belonged to the Queen. So she 
had her guards take us before the King and the King ordered 
us to be taken to the buzz saw. Fortunately the wooden 
man who runs the buzz saw was a very pleasant wooden 
man, for he hid us until evening and then told us to escape 
from the country. We have been here ever since.” 

“What a sad story,” the Storekeeper said, wiping the 
tears from his eyes. Mrs. Splinter put her wooden arm 
around Wooden Willie and hugged him tight. ‘“‘Whose 
little wooden boy are you?” she asked. 

“T belong to Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy,’? Wooden 
Willie replied. “I have a nick in my head so the manager 
of the factory in Wooden Town gave me away.” 


“And we are mighty glad he did!’ Uncle Clem said. 
“Wooden Willie is a very fine boy and the nick in his head 
hasn’t spoiled him a bit.” 

“We have always longed for a nice little wooden boy 
like Wooden Willie.” Mrs. Splinter said. “Would you sell 
him to us, Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy?” 

“Dear me!” Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy both 
exclaimed, “We couldn’t sell Wooden Willie! It wouldn’t 
be right you know.” 

“No, not that,” the Storekeeper spoke up; “but you 
could give Wooden Willie to these nice wooden people.” 

“Then we shall have to leave it to Wooden Willie,” 
Uncle Clem said. 

“Would you like to stay with Mr. and Mrs. Splinter 
and be their little wooden boy?” Beloved Belindy asked. 

“IT believe I would,” Wooden Willie replied, “Though 
I do love you and Uncle Clem just as much as ever!” 

“Ah,” the Storekeeper said, “Love is something that 
can never change! When we love one another, we love 


them the same, no matter what happens!” 

“And we love ‘Wooden Willie just the same,” Uncle 
Clem said. Then he said to Mr. Splinter, “I feel that Wooden 
Willie will be so happy with you and Mrs. Splinter, that 
you may have him for your very own!” 

Mr. Splinter shook hands with Uncle Clem and Mrs. 
Splinter gave Beloved Belindy a hug and a kiss. “We shall 
take good care of him and he can play with the orphan 
children and have a grand time.” 

Beloved Belindy had been using her pearl button eyes 
and saw that the Splinters paint was chipped and worn, 
so she excused herself and whispered to Uncle Clem. 

“Certainly, Beloved Belindy,’’ Uncle Clem said out loud. 
“How thoughtful of you to mention it!” 

Turning to Mr. and Mrs. Splinter, Uncle Clem said, 
“Would you two like to have new paint and be nice and 
shiny?” 

“Yes, indeed, we would!” the two Splinters replied. 

So Uncle Clem took the magic bean from his hat and 
made a wish, and right in front of all the orphan children 
and everyone the wish came true. For there stood the two 
Splinters as new and shiny looking as if they had just stepped 
from the factory in Wooden Town. 

All the orphan children clapped their hands and the 
Storekeeper and the little old lady told the wooden people 
how shiny and new they looked. 

“You must bring all the children down to my store some 
day,” invited the Storekeeper, as he and Uncle Clem helped 
Beloved Belindy into the car. 

The little old lady promised to come, and Mr. and Mrs. 
Splinter promised and everyone waved hands and cried, 
“Come, see us again! Come, see us again!” 

And as the Storekeeper drove the little car away, he 
and Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem called back, “Yes, 


thank you, we will!” 
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CHAPTER NINE 


Tue Boy Wuo Cuancep Into a Pic 


HE little car bobbed and bounced along the path 

through the woods, for the kind-hearted Store- 

keeper’s eyes were filled with tears. He was think- 
ing of the happiness Beloved Belindy and Uncle Clem had 
brought to the orphan children, and he hardly knew where 
he drove. 

Luckily, the little car did not strike any trees and as 
the birds were singing in the trees and the tiny creatures 
in the grass were chirping merrily, the ride was a happy 
one. 

“It must be nice to feel that you have made others 
happy!” the Storekeeper remarked. 

“Indeed! You must feel happy,” Uncle Clem replied. 

“I?” the Storekeeper asked in surprise, ‘““Why, Uncle 
Clem! I meant you and Beloved Belindy must feel nice 
to know you have brought these folks so much happiness.” 

“Dear me!” Beloved Belindy laughed, “to hear you 
talk one would think you had nothing to do with it. Why! 
if it had not been for you, where would the little old lady 
have gotten all the nice things for the orphans? If it had 
not been for you, how would she have carried them to the 
orphans?” 

As they talked, the little car turned a bend in the path 
and came up to a tiny house. “Hello,” the Storekeeper 
cried, ““We have taken the wrong road! I must have been 
asleep.” He brought the car to a stop. 

A little man and woman came to the front door and 
called, “Good afternoon!” in cheery voices. “Won’t you 
stop and rest awhile?” 

“Why yes, thank you, we will,” the Storekeeper stopped 
his engine. ‘“‘At least, long enough to find out where we 


are!’ 
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The little man and woman shook hands with them and 
all walked into their tiny house. 

“Missus Dinky was just starting to make doughnuts,” 
the little man explained. “But as fast as she makes a dough- 
nut and cookes it, the doughnut hops out of the powdered 
sugar dish and rolls away through the woods!” 

“How strange!” exclaimed Beloved Belindy. 
After they had talked it over awhile, Missus Dinky 
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fried more doughnuts and Beloved Belindy, Uncle Clem 
and the Storekeeper watched them hop out of the powdered 
sugar and roll away. “Stay here,” the Storekeeper motioned 
to them, “And I will follow them and see where they go — 
to.” And he followed the last doughnut through the woods 


until he came to a large log. The doughnut rolled right 
into the log. 


“YUM! YUM! YUM!” came out of the log. 

The Storekeeper got a long stick and poked in the hole 
in one end of the hollow log. 

“Wee! Wee! Squee! Wee!” the Storekeeper heard. 

“Now you, come out!” the Storekeeper shouted, punch- 
ing harder with the long stick. 

And who should run out but a little fat pig. “There!” 
the Storekeeper cried, giving the little fat pig a crack with 
the long stick, “Take that!’ 

The fat little pig ran squealing through the woods and 
when he was out of sight, the Storekeeper chuckled to him- ° 
self and walked back to the tiny house. 

So Missus Dinky made a whole new batch of doughnuts 
and everyone had all he wished, since the Storekeeper had 
broken the magic spell the fat little pig had put on the 
doughnuts. 

As soon as the Storekeeper, Beloved Belindy and Uncle 
Clem had thanked Missus and Mister Dinky for the delici- 
ous doughnuts they had eaten, they climbed into the Store- 
keeper’s car. They had hardly started when they heard 
Mister Dinky yelling behind them. 

“Mister Dinky is running after us,” Beloved Belindy 
told the Storekeeper. 

“Then we had better stop,” the Storekeeper said. 

“What’s the trouble?” asked Uncle Clem as Mister 
Dinky ran up to the car. 

“You had hardly started the car,’’ Mister Dinky said, 
“When who should run into our house but Percival Pig! 
And he has carried Missus Dinky away with him!” 

“Dear me,” declared the kind-hearted Storekeeper, “this 
will never do! We must return and find Missus Dinky. I 
know just where Percival Pig lives, for I poked him out of 
his hollow log when I followed the doughnuts that rolled 
from Missus Dinky’s kitchen through the woods. It was 
Percival Pig who worked the magic on the’* doughnuts!” 
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The Storekeeper picked up a long stick and walked 
through the woods to the hollow log. “Now watch Percival 
Pig come out,” he whispered to Mister Dinky and he 
punched at the log with the long stick. 

“BZZZZZZZ\ came from inside the hollow log and the 
Storekeeper waited to hear no more. He dropped the long 
stick and ran; he took off his hat and waved it about his 
head as he ran. 

Mister Dinky.and Uncle Clem, though much smaller, 
were close at the Storekeeper’s heels, but Beloved Belindy 
knew that bees could not harm her; because she was made 
of cloth. She stood still and to her surprise, instead of bees, 
out of the log came the long nose of Percival Pig. 

“Tee! Hee! Hee!’ Percival Pig laughed to himself, 
“that’s the time I fooled them. Tee! Hee! I made the 
sound of bees humming and they thought it was real-for- 
sure bees. They won’t bother me anymore and I'll keep 
Missus Dinky shut up and make her cook doughnuts every 
day!” 

Percival Pig was so busy watching the Storekeeper and 
Uncle Clem and Mister Dinky running away, he did not 
notice that Beloved Belindy was beside him until the long 
stick hit his nose, crack, just like that, only a great deal 
louder. So surprised was Percival Pig that he jumped out 
of the log and crashed away through the bushes, squealing 
as loudly as he could squeal. 

“That,” said Beloved Belindy, “served you just right!” 

And into the hollow log she crawled. Missus Dinky 
was shut up in the Pig’s kitchen, and Beloved Belindy led 
her outside into the sunshine. 

“Do you know what I’ve done?’ Uncle Clem asked, 
when Beloved Belindy and Missus Dinky had reached the 
house and found the others. “I’ve put a stick over the front 
door and one over the back door, and I’m going to wish 
that if Percival Pig ever comes near the Dinkys’ house, 
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the sticks will jump down and give him a crack he will 
never forget!” 

“Now if Percival Pig would only come to the door and 
say, ‘Missus Dinky, will you please give me some dough- 
nuts?’ I would gladly give him a whole lot!” 

“You can’t expect pigs to be so polite, Missus Dinky!” 
said Beloved Belindy. “Pigs are always the same, just 
pigs!” 

“Oh, didn’t you know? Percival Pig wasn’t always a 
pig!’ exclaimed Missus Dinky. “He used to be a little fat 
boy.” 

“My goodness! And he changed into a pig?” the Store- 
keeper asked. “Did some witch, or magician change him 
from a little fat boy into a little fat pig?” 

“Oh, no!’ Missus Dinky replied. ‘“Percival\was a little 
fat boy who, every time his mamma went out of the house, 
climbed up to the cupboard and helped himself to.things 
to eat—jam, cookies, doughnuts,—everything. And _ his 
mamma would say to him, ‘My dear, if you don’t stop eat- 
ing so much you'll change into a little fat pig? But Percival 
did not believe his mamma. His face was never nice and 
clean like other little boys’ faces and he always said, ‘Oh 
beans!’ when his mamma wanted him to wash his neck. 
One day, when his mamma was away from home, Percival 
climbed up to the cupboard and ate and ate, and he ate so 
much, he changed right into a pig. When his mamma came 
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home and saw a little fat pig in her clean kitchen, she took 
the broom and shooed him outside. And he had to live in 
the woods.” 

“Doesn’t his mamma know that this Pig is really her 
little fat boy?” asked the kind-hearted Storekeeper. 

“Oh, no,” Missus Dinky replied. “No one has ever 
told her!” 

Just then there came a loud squeal at the back door and 
when Missus Dinky and the others ran to look they saw 
Percival Pig running away as fast as he could and Uncle 
Clem’s Magic Stick was giving him a whack at every step. 
And, although Uncle Clem knew Percival Pig deserved each 
Back still he felt sorry for him. 

“Tf you will wait here,” he said to the Storekeeper ne 
Beloved Belindy, “I will run after Percival Pig and see if 
iecanshelp him.” 

“T’ll make some chocolate and we will have a tea party 
when you come back, Uncle Clem!’ Missus Dinky said. 

“Don’t wait until I return to have the tea party,” said 
Uncle Clem; “I may be gone for an hour!” 

Uncle Clem ran through the woods in the direction 
Percival Pig had run, and soon he came to a lady who had 
been carrying a basket of cookies, and the cookies were 
all gone. 


“Dear me! Whatever is the trouble?” Uncle Clem 
asked and he gave her his handkerchief to wipe her eyes. 

“I had just baked a lot of cookies to take over to Missus 
Dinky’s house when along came a little fat pig and ate 
them all up.” 

“Well,” Uncle Clem said kindly, “You run on over 
to Missus Dinky’s house just the same, and you'll find the 
Storekeeper and Beloved Belindy having a tea party with 
Mister and Missus Dinky. You'll like the Storekeeper, for 
he is very, very kind-hearted!” 

The pretty lady smiled then and went tripping through 
the woods to Missus Dinky’s house. Uncle Clem followed 
after Percival Pig until he came to his hollow log. “Percival 
Pig, Percival Pig! Come out,” called Uncle Clem. “I want 
you to go to Missus Dinky’s house.” 

“Indeed, I won’t!” Percival Pig grunted from inside his 
hollow log. “I don’t like to be whacked with a stick.” 

“That was a magic stick, Percival Pig,’ Uncle Gem 
said, ‘and if you had been a good boy, it never would have 
touched you.” 

“But how can I be a good boy when I’m a pig?” Percival 
Pig asked poking his nose out of the hollow log. 

“Tf you'll promise to wash your face and not make a 
pig of yourself eating too much, I’ll change you into a boy 
again,’ Uncle Clem said. 

“T promise; honest!’ Percival Pig replied. ‘It isn’t 
much fun being a pig. See, my clothes are all torn and 
soiled!” 

All Uncle Clem had to do, of course, to change Percival 
Pig into a little fat boy again was to wish, but Uncle Clem 
said, “Hokus-Pokus!” so that the wish would be just that 
much better, and sure enough, there stood Percival, a nice, 
clean little boy. And his clothes were neat and new. “Well, 
Percival,” said Uncle Clem, “we shall go to Missus Dinky’s 
house to her tea party; but you must be careful not to make 
a pig of yourself again!” 
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CHAPTER TEN 


Happiness FoR ALL 


S Uncle Clem and Percival walked through the woods 
towards Missus Dinky’s little house, Uncle Clem 


asked: 

“How long were you a pig, Percival?” 

“For almost six weeks,” Percival replied. “And it wasn’t 
any fun at all, I can tell you Uncle Clem! I had to sleep in 
the hollow log, which isn’t a bit like my nice bed at home!” 

“Tl bet a nickel if all little boys knew how it felt to be 
pigs, they would be sure and keep their faces clean,” laughed 
Uncle Clem. 

“T should say they would!” Percival replied; “after this, I 
shall look in the mirror every half hour to be sure my face 
is clean. I shall never, never change into a pig again, I'll bet!” 

When Uncle Clem and Percival walked into Missus 
Dinky’s house, Uncle Clem asked, “Where is the Store- 
keeper?” 

“You’d never guess, Uncle Clem,’ Missus Dinky said. 
“Do you remember the pretty lady you met coming to my 
house with the basket of cookies?” 

“Yes, I remember,’ Uncle Clem replied, “I met her a 
few minutes ago when I was hunting for Percival Pig.” 

“Well,” Missus Dinky said, “that was Percival Pig’s 
mamma.” 

“Indeed! Then I’m glad she is near,” said Uncle Clem. 
“For I changed Percival Pig into a nice clean little boy 
again and I know his mamma will be glad to see him. But 
what about the Storekeeper?” 

“Well!” exclaimed Missus Dinky, “you never could 
guess, so I'll tell you. The kind-hearted Storekeeper was 
Percival’s Daddy and when he saw the pretty lady, he said, 
‘Why, Mamma, how did you get here?’ And Percival’s 
mamma told him the strangest story.” 
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“And they told us to bring you right over to Percival’s 
mamma’s house as soon as you returned,” broke in Mister 
Dinky. 

“Then let us hurry,” cried Uncle Clem. “Ihe Store- 
keeper was so kind and the lady was so pretty, I’m glad 
to know they’ve always liked each other; and I am anxious 
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to know how they became separated 

“Then we had better run right over and you can hear 
their stories,” said Mister Dinky. Catching hold of hands, 
Uncle Clem, Beloved Belindy, Mister and Missus Dinky 


and Percival ran through the woods to the house where 
Percival’s mamma lived. 

“Why, where did you find our boy?” the Storekeeper asked 
as he and Percival’s mamma came out to meet our friends. 

“This is the little boy who was changed to a pig,’ Uncle 
Clem explained. 

“And to think that Percival was the pig and that I 
cracked him with a stick,” Percival’s father sadly said, 
“T am sorry, Percival!” 

“But you did not know, Daddy,” Percival said as he 
put his arms around his daddy and mamma. 

“We came to hear your strange story, Mr. Storekeeper,” 
Uncle Clem said. ‘We wondered how you happened to 
own the magic store and how you happened to forget about 
your home and Percival and his nice mamma!” 

“Then I will tell you,” said the Storekeeper. “One day, 
I kissed mamma and Percival good bye and walked through 
the woods. When I came to where a bridge crosses the 
little brook, I saw a funny man sitting upon the bridge 
fishing. 

“ “Have you caught any fish, Mister?’ I asked him. 

““No,’ he replied ‘I have no hook on my line! I just 
tie bait to the string and let it down in the water, then the 
fish eat it without getting caught upon a hook.’ 

“*That is a very nice way to fish!’ I told him. 

“Pretty soon the funny little man had used up all his 
bait, so he asked me, ‘Do you want to walk to my store 
with me?’ And I said, ‘Yes.’ 

“So we walked through the woods together until we came 
to the store. When we walked into the store, the funny 
man asked, ‘How much will you give me for the store?’ 

“I looked in my pocket and all I had was two pennies. 

““T'll give you these for the store!’ I told him. 

“And to my surprise, he said, “The store is yours!’ 

“And without another word, he took the two pennies 
and walked out and I have never seen him since that day.” 


88 


“But why didn’t you return home after you bought 
the wonderful store?” Uncle Clem asked. 

“I can’t tell why,” the Storekeeper said. “You see, 
it was a magic store and I believe whoever owned it—” 

Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy never knew what the 
Storekeeper intended to say, for just then a funny little 
man came running into the house. 

“Humph!” he shouted at the Storekeeper, “so here you 
are! Come back and take care of the store again!’ And 
he tried to pull the Storekeeper out of the house. 

“I shan’t go!” the Storekeeper cried. “You can have 
your store back. I shall stay at home with my family.” 

The funny little man did not know what to reply. He 
scratched his head and looked at the others about the room. 

“What kind of a store is it?” asked Missus Dinky. 

“It’s a magic store!’ the funny little man replied. 
“Whenever you sell or give anything away, another thing 
takes its place.” 

“We will give you,—let’s see—’ Mister Dinky said, 
taking some things from his pocket. “I’ve got a pencil 
stub, a cork from a glass bottle and a knife without any 
blades!” 

“Then J’ll sell you the store!” said the funny little man, 
taking the things from Mister Dinky and putting them into 
his own pocket. 

“You'll find a can of fresh ice-cream cones behind the 
counter,” he said as he tipped his hat and walked out. 

“Now Mister Dinky and I own the magic store!’ Mrs. 
Dinky cried. She caught Beloved Belindy’s hands and 
danced about the room. 

“T am glad of it,” Beloved Belindy laughed when they 
stopped dancing. “Now you can give presents to everyone 
who comes to the store!” 

“Oh! isn’t it grand!’ Mr. Dinky exclaimed. “We have 
always wished we were rich enough to give presents to 
people; and now our wish has come true.” 
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“Tf you will all come to the store with us, we will give 
each of you things to carry home,’ Mrs. Dinky smiled at 
them all. “Come on!” 

“T shall stay here with mamma and Percival,” the kind 
Storekeeper said, “but maybe Beloved Belindy and Uncle 
Clem will return with you and show you where the store is.” 

“Indeed we will,’ Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy 
agreed together, “and maybe Percival would like to come 
withers. 3 

“TI would like to see the magic store, Daddy!” Percival 
said. “I was a pig so long! I almost forgot about toys and 
everything.” 

“My dear boy, I forgot that!” said his father. “I feel 
certain the Dinkys will be glad to give you some toys.” 

“Oh, we would indeed!’ Mrs. Dinky agreed. 

The Storekeeper looked at Percival’s mamma and asked, 
“What do you say, Mamma? Do you feel like riding over 
to see the Dinky’s magic store?” 


Sledmliikestoneo, Daddy.” 

Pelncnmit sc esettica) “the Storekeeper cried. “Hop into 
my car and we'll go right over there.” 

Everything in the store was just as the Storekeeper had 
left it except that there was a new can of ice-cream cones 
under the counter. 

Mr. and Mrs. Dinky were delighted with it and Percival 
and his mamma thought it the loveliest store they had ever 
seen. 


“T am almost sorry you don’t own it,” laughed Percival’s 
Mamma. 


“Why, you may have it if you wish!” spoke up both 
Mr. and Mrs. Dinky. 


“No sir! Thank you just the same!’ The Storekeeper 
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shook his head. “The store belongs to you now. I never 
go back on my word!” 

Percival and his mamma seemed so disappointed, 
Beloved Belindy hastened to suggest, while Mr. Dinky 
served ice cream cones, ““Why don’t you own the magic 
store together? Then you can all have the fun of giving 
the jolly things away!” 

“Hurrah for Beloved Belindy!’ Mrs. Dinky cried. 
“That’s just what we will do. Even Uncle Clem and Beloved 
Belindy own equal shares with the rest of us.” 

It was agreed that each of the friends should have an 
equal share in the magic store and could give away as many 
things as he wished. Then it occurred to Uncle Clem that 
the little house at the back of the store would not be large 
enough for the Storekeeper and his family and the Dinkys, 
too. 

“Wouldn’t it be nice if the store were near the home 
of the little orphan children in the center of the deep woods?” 
he asked. 

“Oh! I wish it were!’ the Storekeeper said. “That 
was one trouble with it here, so few people came to the 
store and it gets lonesome.” 

“Let’s sit around the counter and eat our ice-cream 
cones,” Uncle Clem suggested. “‘I want to see if I can make 
a real large wish.” 

“Oh dear!’ Uncle Clem cried after a moment of waiting, 
“Tt didn’t work! I am so disappointed!” 

“What do you mean, Uncle Clem?” Mrs. Dinky asked. 

“T wished for the store to be near the orphan’s home and 
it is still right here. We would have felt it move through 
the air if it had moved at all!” 

Just then the front door opened and in walked Wooden 
Willie and the wooden man and woman, Mr. and Mrs. 
Splinter. 

“Why Wooden Willie!’ Beloved Belindy and Uncle 
Clem cried running to hug the wooden boy, “How did you 
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come to walk way down here?” 

“Way down here?” Wooden Willie questioned in return, 
“This isn’t way down here! It’s right here!’ And with a 
giggle, Wooden Willie pulled Beloved Belindy and Uncle 
Clem to the door, and showed them the home of the orphan 
children, a short distance away. 

Then everyone was pleased and asked Wooden Willie 
if he would run over and tell all the orphan children and 
the little old lady to come to the store and get whatever 
they wished. 

Wooden Willie’s wooden feet thumped the ground as 
he hurried to do the errand. In a short time the store was 
filled with the happy shouts and laughter of the little orphan 
children. 

To them the magic store was like Christmas morning. 
Toys everywhere to choose from and all for their very own. 

When the joy was at its height, Uncle Clem put his 
hand to his hat. 

“What is it, Uncle Clem?” the Storekeeper asked. 

“The magic bean Eddie Elf gave me is behaving queerly!” 
Uncle Clem replied. “It’s dancing around in my hat!” 

“Maybe you strained it when you wished for the store 
to move,” Percival’s mamma suggested. 

“T don’t believe so,’ said Uncle Clem, “for I have 
wished another wish since then. See?’ and he led them 
out of the back-door. 

There stood two new houses, one for the Storekeeper 
and his family and one for the Dinkys. 

My! Wasn’t everyone tickled! 

But Uncle Clem still held his hand up to his hat and 
said, “I must find out why the magic bean is so unsettled.” 
For a moment Uncle Clem seemed to be listening, then 
he turned to Beloved Belindy and said, “I wished to know 
what made the bean dance about in my hat and imme- 
diately I saw Eddie Elf in his home motioning with his 
finger. Eddie Elf must have a good reason, or he would 
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not send us this message.” 

So Uncle Clem shook hands with everyone and every- 
one shook hands with Beloved Belindy, and the Storekeeper 
wiped his eyes with the back of his hand and tried to smile, 
but a large lump came in his throat so that he could scarcely 
say “‘Good-bye.” 

Then Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy said, “Good- 
bye!” to the last one, and disappeared from sight. “Ah!” 
the Storekeeper said after a moment, “Two dear friends 
have left us. To them we owe all of our present happiness. 
Wherever they may be, they must feel our love and friend- 
ship reach out to them!” 


Scarcely a second passed between the time Uncle Clem 
and Beloved Belindy stood in the magic store and the time 
they found themselves in the home of Eddie Elf. “I was 
afraid you would not get my message!” Eddie Elf smiled. 
“Marcella is almost home and you have no time to lose.” 

Uncle Clem took the magic bean from his hat. 

“If you only knew all the fun we have had!’ Uncle 
Clem said, handing the bean to Eddie. “How can we 
ever thank you?” 

“Don’t!” Eddie Elf laughed aloud. “I know every- 
thing you two did and I know how much pleasure you had, 
for I know how generous and kind you have been. And, 
when one is considerate of the happiness of others, he 


always creates happiness and sunniness in his own mind 
and heart.” 
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Eddie Elf waved his little glasslike magic wand towards 
Uncle Clem and Beloved Belindy and, in a twinkling, they 
found themselves tucked in their beds in the nursery. 

They heard a foot fall on the stairs. ‘What nice 
children you have been! Marcella cried, as she ran into 
the nursery. “You haven’t moved since I tucked you 
snugly in your beddies!’ And she picked up Uncle Clem 
and Beloved Belindy and hugged them tight to her breast. 
It was so hard a hug that their little rag stomachs almost 
touched their rag backs. 


Uncle Clem looked at Beloved Belindy and wiggled one 
shoe button eye. 


And Beloved Belindy wiggled her pearl button eye at 
Uncle Clem. 


Their wonderful adventure had ended, but a new one 
of happiness was just beginning. 


ihe End: 
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